FOREWORD
s story of my journey into the North and out again is a
JL long one, and I have no wish to write a long book. Between
the time I left Ottawa on my way in, and the day I reached
Vancouver at the end of the voyage out, fifteen months elapsed.
Whole blocb of that journey of 20,000 miles will not appear in
this record — for example, the fifty-seven days of ice, fog, and
storm in the io6-foot Audrey B. in which I sailed home from
Coppermine into the Glacial Ocean, round Alaska and through
the Strait into the Bering Sea, to the whaling station in the bay
at Akutan, to Dutch Harbour, and then due east eighteen hun-
dred miles until we rode through Seymour Narrows and into
the friendly port of Vancouver. As at the front in a great war,
there were weeks, sometimes many of them, of enforced idleness
and hebetude about which no one would wish to hear. For as I
travelled with nothing of my own, I was constantly dependent
upon the journeyings of others to furnish my chance means of
transport. A Royal Canadian Police boat, a Hudson's Bay
Company supply vessel, might or might not be present at a
given moment to give me a lift in a given direction; and if it
was not, I was forced to wait until it turned up. If, myself stay-
ing at a Hudson's Bay post, an Eskimo arrived who was about
to join others at a seal-camp thirty or sixty miles away, I seized
the occasion, and, for the value in trade of a few fox-skins, was
able to share the life of the camp. And once there, it was again
a matter of chance whether or not I should find another native
to take me either back to my base or to another point I wished
to reach. All this, I hope, will be clear enough in the pages that
follow.
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